CHAPTER IX
THE DEFENCE OF INDIA
I CAN deal with the defence of India only as a layman, I have
no military knowledge, but I have seen parts of the region
where the defence of India is mostly concentrated. It is cal/
culated to reduce courage to a minimum and intellect to an
anachronism. Vague, hot hills and oven/like plains, every/
thing gnarled and stunted, sharp, hard contours quivering in
sunlight; raw cornes warted with desert bush and volcanic
boulder, days that eat the flesh from one's bones; nights
when steady, cruel stars pour down frosty chills on a naked,
unearthly land. Such are my impressions of the North/West
Frontier. I have the utmost admiration for those of our race
who stand by this sun/stricken Thermopylae in order that jute
growers in Bengal and cotton merchants in Bombay may
faint or fail not
When I first beheld faejat of the Punjab at work I thought
he of all men was the most sun/beaten. After seeing the
Frontier, I changed my mind. There can be few places on
this earth more calculated to create a wholesome fear of Hell.
There, far without the bosom of civilisation, men sit and
watch. More, they sit and suffer. The whole atmosphere of
the place is suffering. The very hills suffer; so do the poor
struggling trees and the spiky, bottle/green shrubs. Rocks
crack in the sun and escarpments grow raw and bleached.
Rivers rush from a region which God has forsaken, and
streams thank Providence if they cannot be eaten up by an
Afhdi's camel.
Here at Hell's gate men sit and watch. They watch the
Wazirs, the Mahsuds, the Sherams, the Afhdis, the Jowakis
and the Tuns. And when they think they have watched
them sufficiently there are plenty of others equally capable of
damage. Through the Khyber and neighbouring passes has
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